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Ye gods, deign to warm her
Or quickly disarm her;
While Chloe's a charmer,
Your temples are vain/

He sang without any expression whatever,
and a disdainful look on his face as though he
despised the song and himself for singing it,
but, when it was over, and the applause had
been terrific, he flushed with pleasure and looked
down the long table to see whether Judith had
approved.

Then the tables were cleared, Benny Held
struck up his fiddle and everyone was dancing.
Stamp-stamp-stamp, clamp-clamp-clamp along the
kitchen floor, the dust rising, faces flushed, bodies
a little unsteady with the ale, whispers and pro-
testing laughter, kissing and hugging, and old
Ritson, sitting in his chair, looking straight before
him, thinking of the time when he had taken the
girl of his heart out of the hot room into the cold
of the valley and wandering down to the Tarn's
edge had kissed her for the first time. He fancied
that now, although she had been dead so long,
she was standing just behind the hallan, her eyes
taunting him. . . .

Charlie Watson asked Judith to dance. He
clamped round the room with her, staring over
her head, saying nothing. He trod on her toes,
bundled her about, and his arm held her like an
iron rod.

They stayed by the door, and he was about to
speak to her. Alice Ritson, the only unmarried
Kitson girl remaining, for Mary had died two
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